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cloth. She then raised her eyes and fixed them on the
picture above the mantelpiece; it was a composite
photograph of Lord Dufferin with his friends and
relations curling in the vicinity of Montreal. Miss
Plimsoll gazed at this picture enraptured, while she
thought out (and wished us to observe that she was
thinking out) exactly the right form of words. She
then turned and faced me, still enraptured. c He is/
she answered slowly; ' the greatest man in the world/

I was pleased by this at the time, since, after all, he
was my uncle and I was having tea in his house. For
many years I took Miss Plimsoll's remark as a final
answer to my perhaps otiose question. Even as I
became older, I took it for granted that he had in
fact been one of the leaders of the Victorian age.
And then, one day at Balliol, Sligger Urquhart said to
me : * Was Lord Dufferin a great man ? I have never
been sure. I saw him once when he came here to
unveil a bust at the Indian Institute. It was just
before he died. He was certainly most agreeable. . . /

I think I know now what I feel about this question.
He was certainly one of the Idndest men that ever
lived. He possessed immense gifts and tremendous
charm of personality. In the final crisis of his life
he showed integrity and moral courage. But did he
possess vision as well as imagination; was he a
great statesman or only a great diplomatist ? He was
certainly a very great diplomatist.

(5)

Early in 1881 Lord Dufferin was transferred from
St. Petersburg to Constantinople. He reached the
Golden Horn in the last week of June and went